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The MANNERS. 


3 


FAREWELTL,* for clearer ken design'd, 

The dim-discover'd tracks of mind ; 
Truths which, from actions paths retir'd, 

My silent search in vain requir'd. 

No more my sail that deep explores, 

No more 1 search those magic Shores ; 

What regions part the world of coul, 

Or whence thy streams, Opinion, roll : | 
Tf &er I round uch Fairy field, | . 
Some pow'r impart the spear and s5hield 
At which the wizard Passions fly, 

By which the giant Follies dre ! 


In this Ode, Collins, disgusted with the severities of Philosophy, 
linquishes the study of it for the more alluring one of nature, and 
with the sports to rove the scene - full world. Milton, with superior 
dgment, in a more dignified ſtrain of Poetry exclaims. 


How charming is divine philosophy ? 
Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose, 
But musical as is Apollo'slute, 

And a perpetual feast of nectar d sweets, 
Where no crude surfet reigns. 


A Comus, 1. 478. 


Farewell the Porch, “ whose roof is geen. 
Arch'd with the enliv' ning olive's green ; 

Where Science prank'd in tissu'd vest, 

By Reason, Pride, and Fancy, drest, 

Come's like a bride, 50 trim array*d, 

To wed with Doubt in Plato's shade ! + 


Youth of the quick uncheated 5:ght, 

Thy walks, Observance, more invite. 

O thou ! who lov'st that ampler range 

IWhere life's wide prospects round thee change, 
And, with her mingled sons ally'd, 
Throw'st the prattling page aside, 

To me in converse Sweet impart, f 
To read in man the native heart: 
To learn, where Science sure is found, 

From Nature as she lives around, 

And, gazing oft her mirror true, 

By turns each shufting image view, 

Till meddling Art's officious lore 

Reverse the lessons taught before, 


* The Porticos and other public places at Athens, (figured by the 
oliye, the sacred plant of that city, the ancient resort of science, and its 
Professors ; ; but now. 

— che muses* haunt, 
1 The marble porch where wisdom wont to talk 
With Socrates or Tully, hears no more, 
Save the hoarse j Jargon of contentious monks, 
Or female superstition's midnight pray'r z—— 
Akenside. Pleas. of Imag. b. 2. . 738. 


+ The Grove of Academus, where Plato unſolded his sublime 


Alluring from a safer rule 

To dream in her enchanted school. 

Thou, Heav'n ! whate'er.of great we boast, 
Hath Blest this social science most. 


Retiring hence to thoughtful cell, 

As Fancy breathes her potent Spell, 

Not vain she finds the charmful task. 

In pageant quaint, in motley mask, 

Behold ! before her musing eyes, 

The countless Manners round her rise ; 
IWhile, ever varying as they pass, 

Zo some Contempt applies her glass 

With these the white-rob'd Maids* combine, 
And those the laughing Satyrst join. 


But who is he, whom now ge views, 
In robe of wild contending hues ? 
Thou by the Passions nurs'd ; I greet 
The comic sock that binds thy feet ! 
O Humour ! thou whose name is known 
To Britain's favour'd isle alone: 
the Me too amidst thy band admit, 
Its There where the young-ey'd healthful Mit, ) 
{ Whose jewels in his crisped hair 
Are plac'd each other's beams to Share, 


* The Virtues. + The Vices. : 
The image of Wit is truly characterized. The mingled lustre of 
welry in his head dress, well describes the playful brilliancy of chose 


ime 2 
deas, which receive advantages from proximity to each other. 


. Whom no delights from thee divide * 
In laughter loos d attends thy side. 


© By old Miletus,* who 50 long 
Has ceas'd his love-inwoven song ; 
By all you taught the Tuscan maids 
In chang'd Ttalia's modern shades ; 
By him whose Knight's distinguish'd namet 
Rejfin'd a nation's lust of fame, 
Mose tales ev*n now with echoes wee 
Castelia's Moorish hills repeat: 
Or him whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weecks on Gallia's shore, 
Who drew the gad Sicilian maid 
Zy virtues in her sire betrayed : | 
O Nature boon ! from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted dced, 
but from thee I hope to feel, 
On all my heart imprint thy Seal ! 
Let some retreating Cynic find 
Those oft-turn'd scrolls I leave behind: 
The Sports and I this hour agree 
To rove thy scene: full world with thee ! 


* The Milesian tales, the romances of antiquity, arc here alluded tc 
+ Cervantes in his Don Quixote, 

4 Le Sage, whodied at Paris in 1745. 

+ Blanche, a Sicilian maid, betrothed to Henriquez the heir of that 


Kingdom, by the politic contrivances of her father Siffredi, and to he 
Irene es poused to another. Gil Blas. b. iv. EG 


On the POETICAL CHARACTER. 


8 


— 


A once, if not with light regard, 
4 read aright that gifted bard,* 
Aim whose school above the rest 

His loveliest Elfin queen has blest ) 

One, only one, unrivall'd fair 
a Might hope the magic girdle wear, t 

At solemn tournay hung on high, 

The wish of each love-darting eye: 

Lo! to each other nymph in turn apply'd, 
As if, in air unseen, Some hov' ring hand, 
Some chaste and angel-friend to virgin-fame, 

With whisper'd Spell*had burst the Starting band, 
It left unbless'd her loath'd dishonour'd side. 
Happier, hopeless Fair if never © 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch'd that fatal zone, to her deny d. 


* Spenser. 


+ The Cestus fabled by Spenser to have been made by Vulcan for 
ſenus to enthrall loose desire; and by Florimel, his Elfin queen, taken 
om the Idalian groves, where, by the graces, che had been nut tured, 

That girdle gave the vertue of chast love 

And Wivehood true to all that did it beare, 

But whosoever contrarie doth prove, 

Might not the same about her middle weare, 

But it would loose, or eise asunder teare. 

Faery queen. b. iv. c. v. ft. 3. 


that 
he 


4. 


6 
Young Fancy thus, to me divinest name / 
To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in heaven, 
The cest of amplest power is given, 
To few the god-like gift assigns, 
To gird their blest prophetic loins, 
And gaze her visions wild, and feel unmix'd her flame 


The band, as Fairy legends say,“ 

Was wove on that creating day, 

When he, who called with thought to birth 
Yon” tented , this laughing earth, 
And drest with springs and forests tall, 
And pour'd the main engirting all, 
Long by the lov'd enthusiast woo'd, 
Himself in some diviner mood 
Retiring sat with her alone, 

And plac'd her on his sapphire throne, 
The whales the vaulted shrine around 
Seraphic wires were heard to sound, 
Now sublimest triumph swelling, 

Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 

And she from out the veiling cloud 
Breath'd her magic notes aloud ; 


* The Deity placing Fancy by his side on his sapphire throne, anc 
Carrying on the work of creation amid the breathing of her magi 


notes, the varied music of seraphie wires, and the deep-applaudin 6 
thunder, affords to the mind a collection of che most splendid and sub-Apoas 
lime ideas. The fabrication of the saiuted tissue of poetical fancy, th + 


dangerous Passions aloof, whilſt Wonder and Truth sate near, joined tc 
the mingled murmuring dance of the shadowy tribes of mind, and all” 
the uncounted powers of heay'nly origin, are true touches of the higheſt — 


species of Poetry. atta 


4. 
And thou, thou rich- hair d youth of Morn ! * 
And all thy subject life was born. | 
"The dang'rous passions kept aloof 
Far from the sainted growing woof ; 
But near it at ecstatic Wonder, 
List'ning the deep applauding thunder ; 
And Truth, in sunny vest array'd, 
By whose the Tarsel's t eyes were made: 
All the Shadowy tribes of mind, 9 
In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted pow'rs 
Who feed on heav'ns ambrostal flow'rs. 


Where is the bard whose cou can now 

Its high presuming hopes avow ? 

IWhere He who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him design d? 


High on come cliff, to heav'n up-pil'd, * 
Of rude access, of prospect wild, 

Where tangled round the jealous Steep 
Strange shades o'erbrow the vallies deep, 


*The golden-tressed Apollo, and his subject divinities, the inferior 
orbs that encircle him. | 


+ The Tarsel, Tassel, or Tiercel, is the male of the Goshawk. 


$ Ideas, the eternal and immaterial beings of that philosophy, 
the dasted in the preceding ode to have been discarded. 


d toll t Collins, after describing the Cestus of Fancy, and asking who pre- 
alllbumptuously would think the work designed for him; by a sudden 
heſtiüütransition introduces a description of the inspiring bowers of Poetry, and 


laments his own inability, although directing his steps after Milton, to 
attain the sublime heights whereon they are placed. 


And holy Geniz guard the yock, 
Its glooms embrown, its sþrings unlock, 
While on its rich ambitious head 
An Eden like his own lies Spread 
I view that oak the fancy d glades among, 
By which as Milton lay, his ev'ning ear, 
From many a cloud that dropp'd etherial dew, 
Nigh spher'd in heav'n, its native strains could hear 
On which that ancient trump he reach'd was hung ; 
Thither oft his glory greeting, 
From Waller's myrtle shades retreating, * 

With many a vow from Hope's aspuring tongue 

My trembling feet his guiding steps pursue ; 
In vain—such bliss to one alone | 
Of all the sons of Soul was known, 
And Heau'n and Fancy kindred pow'rs, 
Have now oerturn'd th' inspiring bow'rs, 
Or curtain'd close such Scene from ry future Views 


From the Love Songs of Waller. 


ODE. 


"tt... a ah. n * _ 


To FEAR, — 


—e—n 


THOU ! to whom the world unknown 
With all its chadowy shapes is Shown 3 
Who seesG appall'd th' unreal Scene, 
While Fancy lifts the vel between ; 
Ah, Fear ! ah, frantic Fear ! 
T see, I cee thee near! 
T know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I start, like thee disorder'd fly, 


For lo ! what monstets in thy train appear! 


Danger, whose limbs of giant mold 

What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 

Who stalks his round, an hideous form? 
Howling amidst the midnight storm, 

Or throws him on the ridgy steeg 

f come loose hanging rock to sleep ; 

And with him thousand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds arcurs'd the mind ; 
And those, the fiends * who, near ally'd, 
O'er Nature's wounds and wrecks preside ; 


© Lunacy, Frenzy, and Madness, a 
B 
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Whale Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare ; 
On whom that ravening brood of Fate,® 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait. 


Who, Fear ! this ghastly train can cee, 
And look not madly wild like thee ? 


Epode. 


In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief-full Muse address'd her infant tongut 
The maids and matrons on her awful voice, 
Szlent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 


Yet ke, the hard, t who first invok'd thy name, 
Disdain'd in Marathon its power to feel ; 
For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reach d from Virtue's hand the patriot*s Stet 


But who is he, ; whom later garlands grace, 
Who left a while er Hybla's deus to rove, 


With trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace, 
Where thou and Furies shar'd the baleful grove? 


* The fated and unavoidable troop of evils incident to human natu 
+ ZEschylus, who was both a tragic poet and a warrior. 
$ Sophocles, usually from the sweetness of his verse stiled the Be 


The grove of the Furies, where Sophocles laid the scene of | 
tragedy ot Oedipus Coloneus. | 
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Mrapp'd in thy cloudy veil th” incestnous queen * 
Sigh'd the sad call her con and husband heard, 
When once alone it broke the silent scene, 
And he the wretch of Thebes t no more appear' d. 


O Fear ! I know thee by my throbbing heart ; 

Thy withering power inspir'd each mournful line: 
Tho” gentle Pity claim her mingled part, 

Yet all the thunders of the scene are thine. 


+ Antislrophee 


Thou who such weary lengths hast past, & 
Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymph ! at last ? 
Say, wilt thou shroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell 2 
Or in some hollow'd seat 
*Gainst which the big waves beat, 
ſear drowning seamen's cries, in tempests brought ?— 
Dark Power ! with shudd'ring meek submitted thought, 
Be mine to read the visions old 
Which thy awak*ning bards have told ; 


tet 


Jocasta. 
ef Oedipus, the sublime circumstance of whose disappearing in a. 
mendous storm of thunder; at the hour of death, is here alluded to. 
and all was still; 


atu When suddenly we heard a voice that oft 
Repeated, Oedipus, why this delay? 
ge Where art thou, Oedipus ? 
Sophocles, Oedipus Coloneus, Act v. 


9 The wanderings of Io, and her miseries, pathetically described by 


chylus in his Prometheus chain'd, seem to have been the prototype 
e distresses of this fugitive nymph, 


And lest thou meet my blasted view, 
Hold each strange tale devoutly true: 
Neber be I found, by thee o er- w' d, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve, abroad, 
When ghosts, as cottage- maids believe, 


Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 


And goblins haunt from fire or fen, 
Or mane or flood, the walks of men / 


O Thou ! whose spuris most possest, 
The sacred seat of Shakespere's breast: 
By all that from thy prophet broke, 

In thy divine emotions sþoke, 

Hither again thy fury deal ; 

Teach me but once like him to feel: 

His cypress wreath my meed decree, 
And J, O Fear ! will dwell with thee ! 
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ODE. 


To PITY. 


——_ * r a . 


— 


O Thou | the friend of man assign'd, 
With balmy hands his wounds to bind, 
And charm his frantic woe ; 

When first Distress, with dagger keen, 
Broke forth to waste his destin'd scene, 

His wild unsated foe ! 


By Pella's bard,* a magic name ! 
Zy all the griefs his thought could frame, 
Receive my humble rite ! 
Long, Pity ! let the nations view 
"Thy sky-worn robes of tenderest blue, 
And eyes of dewy light. 


But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old Ilissus' distant side? 
Deserted stream and mute ! 
Wild Arun f too has heard thy Strains, 
And Echo, *midst my native plains, 9 
| Been sooth'd by Pity's lute. 


* Euripides, the Greek tragic poet, 
+ Arun, a small river in Sussex. 


& Collins and Otway were both natives of the same County. 
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Niere first the wren thy myrtles shed 


On gentlest Otway's infunt head ; 
To him thy cell was Shown ; 
And while he ung the female heart, 
With youth's soft notes unsþoil'd by art, 
Thy turtles miæ d their own. 


Come, Pity ! come ; by Fancy's aid 
Ev'n now my thoughts, relenting Maid ! 
Thy temple's pride design: 
Its southern site, its truth complete, 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat 
In all who view the shrine. 


There Piflure's toil shall well relate 

How Chance, or hard involving Fate, 
O'er mortal bᷣliss prevail: 

The buskin'd Muse shall near her stang, 

And, s:ghing, prompt her tender hand 
With each disastrous tale. 


There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
In dreams of passion melt away, 
Allow'd with thee to dwell; 
There waste the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, Virgin ! thou again delight 
To hrar a British Shell. 


25 


ODE. 


—ͤ— 


The PASSIONS. 


* 


WHEN Music, heav*nly Maid I was young, 
IWhile yet in early Greece She gung, 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell ; 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possest beyond the Muse's painting 3 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Disturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd.: 
Till once, tis aid, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspur'd, 

From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatched her instruments of sound, 
And, as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madness rul'd the hour, 
Would prove his own expressive power. 


First Fear his hand, its Skill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
£0'n at the sound himself had made. 


Next Anger rush d, his eyes on fire, 

In lightnings own'd his secret stings $ 
In one rude clash he struct the lyre, 

And swept with hurried hand the strings. 


With woeful measures wan Despair— 
Low sullen ound s his grief beguil'd ; 

A solemn—strange—and mingled air 
*Twas Sad by fits—by starts *twas wild, 


But thou, O Hope ! with eyes 50 fair, 
What was thy delighted measure ? 
Still it whisper'd promis d pleasure, 
And bade the lovely Scenes at distance hail /! 
Still would her touch the strain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo still thro* all the song ; 
And where her sweetest theme she chose, 
A oft responsive voice was heard at every close, 


And Hope enchanted mil d, and wav'd her golden hair, 


And longer had she sung—but with a frown, 
Revenge impatient rose ; 
He threw his blood-stain'd sword in thunder down, 
And with a withering look 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blem a blast o loud and dread— 
Mere ne er prophetic Sounds 50 full of woe, 
Id ever and anon he beat | 
The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
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And tho sometimes, each dreary pause between, 
Dejefted Pity at his gide, KA 
Her $oul-Subduing voice applied, 
Yet 5till he kept his wild unalter'd mien, (head, 
While each strain'd ball of sight seem'd bursting from his 


Thy numbers, Fealousy, to nought were fix'd, 
Sad proof of thy distressful state, 
Of differing themes the veering song was mix'd, 
nd now it courted Love, now raving call 'd on Hate, 


"With eyes uprais'd, as one inspir'd, 
Pale Melancholy gat retir'd, 
And from her wild sequester'd seat, 
In notes by distance made more sweet, 
Pour'd thro' the mellow horn her pensive coul 
And dashing soft from rocks around 
Bubbling runnels joined the sound; 

Thro* glades and glooms the mingled measure stole, 
Or o'er some haunted stream with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace, and lonely musing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 


But O] how alter'd was its sprightlier tone! 
When Chearfulness, a-nymph of healthiest hue, 
Her bow across her shoulders flung, 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 


C 


* 


The oak-trown'd Sisters, and their chatte eyed Fo 
Satyrs and Sylvan boys, were geen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green 
Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear, 
And Sport leapt. up, and geiz'd his beechen Spear. 


Last came Foy's ecstatic trial? 
He, with viny crown advancing, 
First to the lively pipe his hand addrest, 
But soon he gau the brisk-awakening vol, 
nose Sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best. 
They would have thought, who heard the Strait 
They saw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amaidst the festal sounding shades, 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing, 
Whale, as has flying fingers kd the strings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantastic round ; 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound, 

And he, amidst his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 


O Music sphere-descended maid, 
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid, 

: Why, Goddess] why to us denied? 
Lay'st thou thy antient lyre aside ? 
As in that lou'd Athenian bower 

You learn'd an all-commanding power, 

_ Thy mimic soul, O Nymph endear'd ! 
Can well recall what then it heard. 


lab: 


Cen 


ain 


Where is thy native s$imple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 
Arise, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energetic, chaste, Sublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording Sister's page— 
Ti aid, and I believe the tale, 


| Thy humblest reed could more prevail, 


Had more of strength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 


Cecilia's mingled world of ound 


O bid our vain endeavours ceast, 
Reuive the just designs of Greece ; 
Return in all thy simple state : 
Confirm the tales her ons relate 


Even, than if all at once tried, the mingled powers of Cecilia's 
labour'd structure, the Organ. 


ODE. 


To MERCY. 


kn —_ * 


Strophe. 


O Thou I who sit'st a Smiling bride 
By Valour's arm d and awful side, 
Gentlest of sky-born forms, and best ador'd ! 
' Who oft with songs, divine to hear, 
Win'st from his fatal grasp the spear, 
And hid'st in wreaths of flowers his bloodless sword 
Thou, who amidst the deathful'field, 
* By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
ft with thy bosom bare art found, 
Pleading for him, the youth who-sinks to ground 
See, Mercy ! cee ! with pure and loaded hands, 
Before thy shrine my country's Genius stands, 
And decks thy altar still, tho pierc'd with many a wound. 


Antistrophe.. 


When he whom even our joys provoke, 
The fiend of Nature join'd his yoke, | 
And rush'd in wrath to make our isle his prey 


® Alluding to the Scottish insurrection in 1745. 


2k 
Thy form from out thy sweet abode, 
O*'ertook him on has blasted road, 
And stop d his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 
T Fee recoib his sable Steeds, 
That bore him swift to savage deeds ; 
Thy tender melting eyes they own. 
O Maid ! for all thy love to Britain shown, 
Where Justice bars her iron tower, 
To thee we build a roseate bower, 
Thou, thou shalt rule, our queen | and share our monarch's 
| h | throne. 


ODE. 


— 


To PEACE. 
O Thou ! who bad'st thy turtles bear 
Swift from his grasþ thy golden hair, 
And souglit'at thy native Skies ; 
When War, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his tron car, | 
And bade his storms arise. 


Tur'd of his rude tyrannic way, 
Our youth shall fix some festive day, 
His sullen shrines to burn : 
But thou, who hear'st the turning s$þheres, 
What sounds may charm thy partial ears, 
And gain thy blest return? 


O Peace ! thy injur'd robes up-bind ; 
O rise, and leave not one behind 
Of all thy beamy train ! 
The British Lion, Goddess Sweet! 
Lies stretch'd on earth to hiss thy feet, 
And own thy holier reign. 


Let others court thy transient smile, 

But come to grace thy Western isle, 
By warlike Honour led ; 

And, while around her ports rejoice, 

While all her sons adore thy choice, 
With him for ever wed. | 


ODE. 


— 


To LIBERTY. 


ors 


— 


Strophe. 
WHO shall awake the Spartan fe, 


And call in solemn sounds to life 
The youths whose locks divinely spreading, 
Like vernal hyacinths in Sullen hue,* 
At once the breath of fear and virtue shedding, 
Applauding Freedom lou d of old to view ? 
What new Alcæus, fancy-blest, 
Shall sing the sword, in myrtles drest, 


At Wisdom's shrine a while its flame concealing, 


Mat place so fit to seal a deed renown'd ? ) 


Till she her brightest lightnings round revealing, 
It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted wound I 


O Goddess! in that feeling hour, 


When most its Sounds would court thy ears, 


Let not my shell's misguided power 
Eier draw thy sad, thy mindful, tears. 
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* On ceremoniovs occasions the Spartans used to adorn their heads 
with Hyacinthine chaplets. See Theocritus in the Epithalamium of 


Helen. This custom probably suggested the comparison. 


+ Harmodius and Aristogeiton, concealing their swords in wreaths 
of myrtle, at a solemn sacritice to Minerva, tound an opportunity to 
destroy Hipparchus the tyrant of Athens. On which occasion Alcæus 


composed the beautiful ode alluded to. 


No, Freedom ! no; I will not tell 
How Rome, before thy weeping face, 
With heaviest sound, a giant-statue | fell, 
Push'd by a wild and artless race, 
From off its wide ambitious base, 
When Time his northern gong of spoul awoke,® _ 
And all the blended work of strength and grace, 
| With many a rude repeated Stroke, 
And many @ barbarous yell, to thousand fragments broke, 


Epode 1. - 


Yet ev*n where'er the least appear'd 
Th' admiring world thy hand rever'd ; 
Still *midst the scatter'd States around 
Some remnants of her strength were found? 
They aw, by what escap'd the storm, 
How wond'rous rote her perfect form ; 
How in the great the labour'd whole, 
| | Each mighty master pour d his soul : 


For sunny Florence, seat of Art, s 

| Beneath her vines preserv'd a part, * 
| Till they, whom Science lov'd to name, 5 wn 
| O who could fear it I) quench'd her flame. q 
And lo! an humbler relic laid — 
1 In jealous Pisa's olive shade 14 
| : inv. 

* Alluding to the destruction of the Roman Empire, originally a 0 

Republic, by its gothic invaders. h zub 


+ The republic of Florence, founded in the ruins of the Roman em- KWdeli 
pire, but subjugated by the Medici. in t 


+ The republic of Pisa, jealous and impatient of its liberty under l 
the yoke of the same Medici. 


See mall Marino joins the theme, 

'Tho' least, not last, in thy esteem. 

Strike ! louder strike, th' ennobling atrings, 
To those whose merchant-sons were kings e 
To him who, deck'd with pearly pride, 

In Adria weds his green-hair'd bride, + 
Hail ! port of glory, wealth,” and pleasure ! 
Neer let me change this Lydian measure, 

6. Nor &er her former pride relate | | 
To gad Liguria's bleeding state. 7 
Ah ! no; more pleas'd thy haunts I geel, 

On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak, 9 
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choice, 
The daring archer, heard thy voice, 
Forth from his eyrie, rous'd in dread, 
The ravening Eagle northward fled ) 

Or dell in willow*'d meads more near, 
With those to whom thy Stork is dear, || 


* The republic of Marino, seated on a rock above the clouds, 
whose sainted founder, a mason, so well planned his work as to enable 
it to last through a period of near 1400 years to the present day, with- 

out revolution. 


+ Alluding to the republic of Venice, its former extensive com- 
merce, and its chief magistrate the Doge, who annually, in great 
pomp and ceremony, weds the adjoining Adriatic sea. 


t Liguria. Genoa, another republic, unfortunate in the frequent 
invaſions of the Saracens,and its intestine brails. 


— Helvetia. Switzerland, originally a free state, but afterwards 
zubject to the Germans, from which ſlavery William Tell the archer 

. pr * rousing the Eagle, the Germanic enſign, to seek security 
in the North. 


F 


; Holland. Where Storks abide unmolested. 
6 | 


Those whom the rod of Alva bruis'd, 
Whose crown a British queen refus'd ! * 
The magic works, thou feel 'st the strains. 
One holier name alone remains ; 

The perfect spell shall then avail, 
Hail Nymph! ador'd by Britain, hail ! 


Antistrophe. 


Beyand the measure vast of thought 
The works the wizard Time has wrought ! 
The Gaul, tis held of antique story, 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverse strand ; 
No sea between, nor cliff sublime and hoary, 
He pass'd with unwet feet thro* all our land. 
To the blown Baltic then, they gay, 
The wild waves found another way, 
Where Orcas howls, his wolfish mountains rounding, 
Till all the banded west at once gan rise, 
A wide wild storm even Nature's gef confounding, 
With'ring her giant $ons | with strange uncouth $urprist 
This pillar'd earth, ,so firm and wide, 
By winds and inward labours torn, 
In thunders dread was push'd aside, 
And down the Should*ring billows borne, 7 


The Flemings, whose sufferings under the tyrannous Duke of Al 
compelled them to offer the sovereignty of their country to Elizabeth. 


+ It is fabled, that Britain was of old the seat of giants, at which 
time Collins poetically feigns it to have been by Liberty rent from K 
Continent to form her last abode, 


+ — — till it shouldreth downe the mound, 
Drayton's Barons Warres. Canto E. stanza 24. I. 3 
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And see ! like gems, her laughing train, 
The little isles on ev'ry gide, 
Mona, once hid from those who search the main, 
Where thousand Elfin shapes abide, * 
And Wight who checks the west ring tide, 
For thee consenting heaven. has each bestow'd, 
A fair attendant on her soveretgn pride 
To thee this blest divorce she o d, 
For thou hast made her vales thy lov' d thy last abode |! 


Epode II. 


Then too, tis sard, an hoary pile, 
Midot the green navel of our ile, 

Thy shrine in some religious wood, 

O soul-enforcing Goddess] 5tood ; 

There oft the painted native's feet 

Were wont thy form celestial meet: 

Tho' now with hopeless toil we trace 
Time's backward rolls to find its place: 
Whether the fiery-tress'd Dane 

Or Roman's self o'erturn'd the fane, 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell, 
Twere hard for modern song to telle 
Yet still, if truth those beams infuse 
Which guide at once and charm the Mute, 


* Mona. Anglesea, but here meaning the Iſle of Man, renowned 
in Fairies, once fabulously hid from the sight by a mist hovering 
around it, caused by a Mermaid, in revenge for the repulse she re- 
ceived from a young man of great beauty, with whom. she was cna- 
moured, | 


* 
9 


Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, 
Paving the light-embroider'd ie, 
Amidst the bright pavilion d plains 
The beauteous Model Still remains 
There, happier than in islands blest 


. Or bowers by Spring or Hebe drest, 


The chiefs who fill our Albion's Story, 
In warkke weeds, retir'd in glory, 
Hear their consorted Druids sing 
Their triumphs to th' immortal string. 


How may the poet now unfold, 
What never tongue or numbers told, 


How learn, delighted and amaz'd, 


What hands unknown that fabric rais d? 
Even now, before his favour'd eyes, 

In Gothic pride it Seems to rise ! 

Yet Grecia's graceful orders join 
Majestic thro* the miæ d design: 

Fhe Secret builder knew to chuse, 

Each sphere-found gem of richest huet: 
hate er heaven's purer mold contains 
IWhen nearer guns emblaze its veins > 
There on the walls the patruot's $ight 
May ever hang with fresh delight, 

And, grav'd with some prophetic rage, 
Read Albion's fame thro* every age. 


Ye Forms divine ! ye laureat band! 
That near her inmost altar stand, 


Now soot hie her, to her blissful train 
Blithe Concord's sotual form to gain ; 
Concord, whose myrile wand can Steep 
Even Anger's blood-shet eyes in sleep: 
Before whose breathing bosom's balm, 
Rage drops his steel, and storms grow calm : 
Her let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag d Shore, 
Our youth's, enamour'd of the fair, 
Play with the tangles of her hair, 

Till in one loud applauding sound 

The Nations shout to her around, 

O ! how gupremely art thou blest / 
Thou, Lady / thou shalt rule the West ! 
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© ODE. 


To EVENING, 


*— 


IF aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

May hope, chaste Eve ! to soothe thy modest ear, 
Like thy own solemn spruings, 
Thy springs and dying gales ; 


O Nymph-resero'd ! while now the bright-hair'd Sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy: Skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed ; 


Now air is hush'd, gave where the weak-ey'd bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 
Or where the beetle winds 
His mall but sullen horn, 


As oft he rites *madst the twilight path, 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum ; 
Now teach me,. Maid compos'd ! 
To breathe some soften'd strain, 


IWhose numbers stealing thro* thy dark*'ning vale 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit, 

As musing lou I hail 

Fhy genial love return: 


For when thy folding- star arising Shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves, 
Who slept in buds the day, 


And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And Sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still, 
The pentive Pleasures sweet, 
Prepare thy Shadowy car: 


Then let me rove come wild and heathy scene, 
Or find some ruin *midst its dreary dells, 
Whose walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams : 


Or if chill blust*'ring winds or driving rain 

Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut 
That from the mountain's side 
Views wilds and swelling floods, 


And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires, 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil. 


TPhite Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve |! 
While Summer loves to sþort | 
Beneath thy lingering light ; 
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While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 


. Or Winter, yelling thro' the troublous air, 


Afﬀrights thy shrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes ; 


So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 


' Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 


Thy gentlest influence own, 
And loue thy favourite name. 


5 v ODE. 


_—_— 


— 


To SIMPLICITY. 


— » 


O Thou ! by Nature tau ght 
To breathe her genuine thought 
In numbers warmly pure and sweetly Strong ; 
* Who first on mountains wild, 
In Fancy, loveliest child, 
Thy babe and Pleasure's, nursd the Sy of Song! 


Thou ! who with hermit heart 
Disdain'st the wealth of art, 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and ny pal, 
But com'st a decent matd, 
In Attic robe array'd, | | 
O chaste, unboastful Nymph ! to thee T call. 


By all the honey'd store 
On Hybla's thymy Shore: 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear? 
By her whose love-lorn woe, 
In evening musings slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly ad Electra's poet's ear a 
E 
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By old Cephizus deep, 
Who spread his wavy sweep 
Tn warbled wanderings round thy green retreat, 
On whose enamel'd ride, 
When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet : 


O sister meek of Truth ! 
To my admiring youth 
Thy sober aid and native charms infuse. 
The flow'rs that sweetest breathe, 
Tho* Beauty cull'd the wreath, 
Still ast thy hand to range their order d hues. 


While Rome could none esteem 
But Virtue's patriot theme, 
You lov'd her halls, and led her laureat band ; 
But staid to ging alone 
To one distinguish'd throne, 


Aud turn'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land, 


No more, in hall or bower 
The Paſſions own thy power ; 
Love, only love, her forceless numbers mean 
For thou hast left her shrine, 
Nor olive more nor vine 
Shall gain thy feet to bless the Servile scene. 


Tuo taste, tho? genius, bless 
To some divine excess, 
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Faint's the cold work till thou inspire the whole : 
What each, what all, supply, 
May court, may charm, our eye ; 
Thou, only thou, can'st raise the meeting Soul / 


Of these let others ask 
To aid some mighty task ; 
1 only Seek to find thy temperate vale, 
Where oft my reed might ound 
To maids and Shepherds round, 
Aud all thy sons, O Nature! learn my talc, 


ODE. 


Oz the Popular Superstitions of the Highlands of Scot. 
land; considered as the Subject of Poetry. 


To John Home, 1 749. 


in — 


HOME, thou returns't from Thames, whoſe Naiũdls long, 
Have seen thee lingering, with a fond delay, 
Mid those soft friends, hose hearts, some future day, 
Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song :* 
Go, not unmindful of that cordial youth, + 
Whom, long endear'd,. thou leav*st by Lavant's side ; 
Together let us wiſh him lasting truth, <4 
And joy untainted, with his destined bride. 
Go ! nor, regardless, while these numbers boaſt 
My short-lived bliss, forget my soctal name: 
But think, far off, how on the Southern coast, 
J met thy friendſhip with an equal flame 
Fresh to that goil thou turn'st whose ev*ry vale, 
Shall prompt the poet, and his gong demand + 
To thee thy copious subjeas ne er shall fail: 
Thou need at but take the pencil to thy hand, 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land, 


„Home ſoon. after verified this prediction in his Douglas, and 
cher tragedies. 


+ John Barrow, by whoſe means Home became known to Collins. 
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There must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ;— 
*Tis Fancy's land to which thou 5sett*st thy feet ; 
Where Still, tis caid, the Fairy people mect 
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill. 
Vl There, each trim lass that Simi the milky store, 
To the wart tribes, their creamy bowl allots ; 
By night they gip it round the cottage door, 
Whale airy minstrels warble jocund notes. 
There, ev'ry herd, by sad experience, knows, 
How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-shot arrows fly ; 


85 When the Sick ewe her Summer food foregoes, 
Or, stretched on earth, the heart-smit heifers lie.“ 
J, Nor thou, tho learn'd, his homelier thoughts neglet ; 


Let thy sweet Muse the rural faith sustain : 
These are the themes of Simple, cure effeft, 
1 That add neu conquests to her boundless reign, 
And fill, with double force, her heart-commanding strain. 


Ev*n yet preserv' d, how often may st thou hear, 
gere to the pole the Boreal mountains run, 
Taught by the father to his list ning con, 
Strange lays, whose pow'r had charm'd a Spenser's ears. 
At ev'ry pause, before thy mind, possest,, 
Old Runic bards Shall seem to rise around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd vest, 
Their matted hair with boughs fantastic croun' d: 
ether thou bid' at the well-taught hind. repeat 


d ® + In the original sketeh of adv point, after this line, the deu 
zupernumerary one is inserted. 


Such airy beings awe th* untutor'd 5 ain 
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The choral dirge, that mourns some chieſtain ù rave, 
When ev'ry shricking maid her bosom beat, 
And 5trew'd with choicest herbs has Scented grave: 
Or, whether, Sitting in the shepherd's. shiel,* 
. Thou hear'st some 5ounding tale of war's alarms ; 
When, at the bugle's call, with fire and steel, 
The sturdy clans pour d forth their bony swarms,. 
And hostile brothers met, to prove each others arms. 


*Tis thine to ging, how, framing hideous Spells, 
In Sky's lone isle, the gifted wizard © toils, F 
Lodg'd in the wintry cave with © un-blest spoils ;? 
Or in the depth of Uist's © dark forest dwells : 
How they, whose $:ight Such dreary dreams engross, 
* With their own visions oft astontsh'd droop, 
When, ver the wat*ry strath, or quaggy moss, 
They see the gliding ghosts unbodied troop. 
Or if in Sports, or on the festive green, 
Their © witched* glance some fated youth descry, 
IFho now, perhaps, in lusty vigour geen 
And rosy health, hall oon lamented die. 
For them the viewless forms of air obey, 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair: 
They know what Spirit brews the storm-full day, 


A summer hut, built in distant pastures. 


+ No authentic perfect copy of this poem is known to exist; and 
what is included between inverted commas, at this and other * 
bas been added merely to make the context un. 7 


4 One of wy thao pos _ Fe 
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. 
* 
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And heartless, oft, like moody madness, stare 
To gee the phantom train their secret work prepare. 


« For oft, when. Eve hath Spread her dusky veil, 
And hid each star that wont to cheer the night, 
In some deep glen remote from human siglit, 
© The griesly wizard his associates hail. 
© There, at the thrilling verse, and charmed Spell, 
Fantastic shapes and direful shadows throng 3; 
* Night's sober ear piercing with hideous yell, 
« Whule in the goblin round they troop along. 
-'© Thence each betakes hum to his $everal toil ; 
© To dive, to fly, to ride the wintry blast, 
© Ta dig the mine, to cleave the church-yard soil, 
Or rake the bottom of the watry wast. 
* Each powerful drug, with more than mortal kill, 
Mere e er bestow'd, or hid from searching eye, 
« Selefing heedful of their tasker's will 
Nor cease their labours till the dawn descry, 
< Their hated impious work, and reddens all the Sh. 


Nor wilt thou leave for other bards to sing, 

* The ruthless spurit of the angry flood ; 

* How, at grey Eve, in fell and crafty mood, 
Ober fen and lake he Shakes his foggy wang : 
Or when the Curfew with his Sullen note, 

* Unchains, to roam the earth, each Elfin Sprite, 
* Like tome drear lamp, from out the quaggy moat, 

* thefiend shines forth, to lure th incautious wight,” 
What though, far off, from some dark dell espied 
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His glimm'ring mazes cheer th' excurtive sight, 
Yet turn, ye wand'rers, turn your steps aside, 

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless light 3 
For watchful, lurking *mid th' unrustling reed, 

At those mark hours the wily monster lies, 
And listens oft to hear the passing steed, 

And frequent round him rolls his sullen eyes, 

1f chance lus savage wrath may some weak wretch surprise. 


Ah, tuckless swain, o'er all unblest indeed 
. Whom late bewilder'd in the dank dark fen, 
Far from his flocks, and smoking hamlet, then 
To that sad' pt the treach'rous gleam hall lead: 
On kim, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity's kind concern, 
But instant, furious, raise the whelming flood * 
Di'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return 
Or, if he meditate his wish'd escape ; 
To some dim hill that Seems uprising near, 
To has faint eye the grim and griesly hape, 5 
In all its terrors clad, shall wild appear : 
* Meantime the watry surge shall round him T15t, 
Pour'd sudden forth from ev'ry elling source: 
What now remains but tears and hopeless sighs ? 
His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthly force, 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and breathiess core 


For him, in vain, his anxious wife shall wait, 
Or wander forth to meet him on hig way ; 
For him, in vain, at to-fall of the day, 
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His babes shall linger at th uncosing gate. 
Ah! ne&er Shall he return] Alone, if night 
Her travell'd limbs in broken s/umbers steep, 
With dropping willows drest, his mournful sprite 
Shall visit ad, perchance, her Silent sleep: 
Then he, perhaps, with moist and watry hand, 
Shall fondly seem to press her shudd'ring cheek, 
And with his blue swol'*n, face before her stand, 
And, shwv"ring, cold, these piteous accents sþeak 2 
Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils, pursue, 
At dawn, or dush, industrious as before: 
Nor &er of me one hapless thought renew, 
While I lie welt*ring on the oz1er'd Shore, 


Drown'd by the Kaelpie's *wrath, nor &er shall aid theemore! 


Unbounded is thy range :—with varied style 
| Thy Muse may, like those feath' ry tribes which spring 
From their rude rocks, extend her skirting wing 
Round the moist marge of each cold Hebrid isle, 
To that hoar pile F which still its ruin shows, 
In whose small vaults a pigmy-folk is found ; 
Whose bones the delver with his shade up-throws, 
And culls them,wond"ring, fromthe hallow'd ground: 
Or thither, f where beneath the Show'ry west, 


* The water fiend of Scotland. | 

+ In Flannan, one of the Hebrides, it is said miniature bones of the 
human species have been dug up; hence it has been called the isle of 
Pigmies. 


lona or Icolmkill, one of the Hebrides, where, in the church af 
St. Ouran, near sixty of the ancient Scottish, Irish, and Norwegian 


kings are interred, 


F 
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The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid: 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest ; 

No slaves revere them, and no wars invade : 
Vet frequent now, at midnighi's solemn hour, 

The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold, 
And forth the Monarchs stall with sov'rergn pow'r 
: In pageant robes, and wreath'd with sheeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs, aerial council hold. 


But, O! ver all, forget not Rilda's race, “ 
On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wagting tides, 
Fair Nature's daughter, Virtue, yet abides. 
Go | just, as they, their blameless manners trace ! 
Then to my ear transmit some gentle Song + 
Of those whose lives are yet $incere and plain, 
Their bounded walks the rugged cliffs along, 
And all their prospect but the wintry main. ; 
With sparing temp'rance, at the needful time, 
They drain the sainted spring 3 or, hunger-prest, 
Along th' Atlantic rock, undreading, climb, 
And of ts eggs despoil the Solan's nest. 
Thus, blest in primal innocence, they live, 
Suffic'd and happy with that frugal fare 
Which tasteful toil and hourly danger give. 
| Hard is their shallow goil, and bleak and bare: 
Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there“ 


An is!e the most westerly of the Hebrides, and aboye 1 50 mies 
_ diſtant from the main land of Scotland. | 
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Nor need” thou blusk, that such false themes engage 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores possest: 
For not alone they touch the village breast, 
But fill*d in elder time, th” historic page. 
There, Shakespere's self, with ev'ry garland crown'd, 
** Mongst those dread Shades, led by the tragic queen, 
In musing hour his wayward isters found, 
And with their terrors drest the magic scene. 
From them he sung, when, mid his bold design, 
Before the Scot, aſſlicted, and aghast, 
, The shadowy kings of Bangquo's fated line, 
Thro' the dark cave in gleamy pageant past. Il 
Proceed, nor quit the tales, which, imply told, 1 
Could once o well my answ'ring bosom pierce ; 
Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colours bold, 
The native legends of thy land rehearse ; 
To such adapt thy lyre, and suit thy pow'rful verse. 


In scenes like these, which, daring to depart | 
From Sober truth, are still to Nature true, | 
And call forth fresh delight to Fancy's view, = 
Th heroic Muse employ'd her Tass0's art! 
How have I trembled, when, at Tancred's stroke, 
Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour'd ; 
When each live plant with mortal accents spoke, 
And the wild blast up-heav'd the vanish'd sword!* 


* The four preceding lines were originally written thus : 


How have I trembled, when, at Tancred's side, 
Like him I stalked, and all his passion felt; 
When, charm'd by Ismen, through the forest wide, | 
Bark'd in each plant a talking spirit dwelt ! | 5 
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How have I gat ! when pip'd the pensive wind, 
To hear his harp, by British Fairfax strung : 


| Prevailing poet ! whose undoubting mind 


Believ'd the magic wonders which he ung. 
Hence, at each sound, imagination glows ! 

© Each inmost nerve thrills with delight and fear! 
Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows ! 

Melting it flows, pure, num'rous, strong, and clear, 


And fills th' impassion'd heart, and wins th' harmonious ear, 


All hail ! ye scenes that o'er my soul prevail ! / 
Ye *spactous* firths.and lakes, which, far away, 
Are by smooth Annan filled, or pastoral Tay, 


Or Don's romantic Springs, at distance, hat ! 


The time shall come, when J, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens, 0e'rhung with spreading broom ; 
Or ver your stretching heaths, by Fancy led, 

© Pursue some Fairy through the twilight gloom,” 
Then will I dress once more the faded bow'r, 

Where Jonson gat in Drummond's *soctal ** Shade ; 
Or crop, from Tiviot's Dale, each*sanguin'd flow'r,” 

And mourn on Yarrow's banks, *the widow'd maid,” 
Meantime, ye pow'rs that on the plains which bore 

The cordial youth (on Lothian's plains) attend, 
Where'er he dwell, on hill, or lowly moor, 

To him I lose, your kind protection lend ; 


And, touch'd with love like-mane, preserve my absent friend. 


* Ben Jonson, in 1619, travelled on foot to Hawthornden, near 
Edinburgh, on a viſit to Drummond the Scotch poet. 


+ Barrow.. 


On the Death of Colonel Ross, 

On the English who fell at Culloden, 

On a distant View of Richmond Church, the 
place of James Thomſon's interment, 

On Fidele, supposed to be dead; composed 
as a Dirge to be sung in Shakespere's 
Play of Cymbeline, 


YACE 


47 
50 


51 
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ODE. 


On the Death of Colonel CHARLES ROSS in the Action 


at Fontenoy.. 


— 


Addvessed to a Lady. 1745. 


WHILE, lost to all his former mirth, 
Britannia's Genius bends to earth, 


And mourns the fatal day ; 


Whale, stain'd with blood, he strives to tear 


Unseemly from his gea- green hair 
Me wreaths of chearful May ; 


The thoughts which musing Pity pays, 
And fond Remembrance loves to raise, 
Your faithful hours attend : 
Still Fancy, to herself unkind, 
Awakes to grief the soften'd mind, 
And points the bleeding friend. 


By rapid Scheld's descending wave 

His country's vows Ha bless the grave 
Where'er the youth is laid: 

That sacred Spot the village hind 

With every sweetest turf Shall bind, 
And Peace protect the shade. 


Oer him, whose doom thy virtues grieve, 
Aerial forms Shall sit at eve, 
And bend the penswve head ; 
And, fall'n to gave his injur'd land, 
Imperial Honour's awful hand 

Shall point his lonely bed. 


The warlike dead of every age, 

Who fill the fair recording page, 
Shall leave their sainted rest: 

And, half-reclining on his spear, 

Each wondering chief by turns appear 
To hail the blooming guest. 


Old Edward's sons, unknown to yield, 
Shall croud from Cressy's laurell'd field, 
And gaze with fiæ d delight : | 
Again for Britain's wrongs they feel, 
Again they snatch the gleamy steel, 
And wish th” avenging fight. 


But, lo! where sunk in deep despair, 

Her garments torn, her bosom bare, 
Impatient Freedom lies! 

Her matted tresses madly Spread, 

To every sod which wraps the dead, 
She turns her joyless eyes. 


Neer shall she leave that lowly ground 
Till notes of triumph bursting round 


Proclaim her reign restor'd ; 
Til! Nilliam“ seck the gad retreat, 
And, bleeding at her vacred feet, 

Present the sated sword. 


1f, weak to soothe 50 Soft an heart, 

These pictur'd glories nought impart 
To dry thy constant tear ; 

Tf yet, in Sorrow's distant eye, 

Expos'd and pale thou see gt him lie, 
Wild War insulting near ; 


Where er from Time thou court'st relief, 

The Muse 5hall still, with soctal grief, 
Her genilest promise keep : 

Even humble Harting's+ cottag'd vale 

Shall learn the sad repeated tale, 
And bid her shepherds weep. 


The Duke of Cumberland, who commanded at Fontenoy. 
+ Avillage, near Midhurst, in Suſſex, 


— —_— 


| : ——_— 
—— — — Tp ˙*¾ILn I rs oe — 


Sup 


— — Vn 


HOW sleep the brave, who sink to rest 
By all their country's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 


Returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 


She there Shall dress a sweeter' 50d, 


Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 


| By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms un seen their dirge is sung. 
Tunere Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 


To bless the turf that wraps their clay ; 
And Freedom shall a- uhile repair, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 


posed to have been written in commemoration of the English 


who fell in the battle of Culloden. 
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ODE. 


—— —— 


On a distant View of Avalon: Church, the oe of 


FAM ES {HOMSON's . Interment. 


__— At. lo _ * 8 * 
* 


INM yonder grave a Druid lies, 
Where slowly winds the stealing wave ; 

The year's best sweets Shall duteous rise 
To deck its Poet's Suan grave. 


Tn you deep bel of which ring reeds 

His airy harp shall now be laid, 
That he whoge heart in sorrow bleeds 
May love thro life the Soothing Shade. 


"Then maids and youths hall linger here, 
And while its ound at distance swell, 
Shall sadly seem in Pity's ear | 
To hear the woodland bilgrine s knell, 


Remembrance oft shall haunt the Shore 
When Thames in Summer wreaths ts drest, 
And oft suspend te dashing oar 
To bid his gentle Spirit rest ! 


And oft as Ease and Health retire 
To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 
The friend shall view you whit ning Spire, 
And mid the varied landscape weep, 
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But Thou, who.own'st that earthly bed, 
Ah ! what will every dirge avail ? 
Or tears which Love and "Pity shed 
Mat mourn beneath the gliding sail ! 


. 


Yet lives there one, whose heedless eye 

Shall scorn thy pale shrine glumm'ring near? 
Vith him, sweet Bard ! may Fancy die, 
And Toy desert the blooming year. 


But thou, lorn Stream whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crown'd s$isters mow attend, 
Nom waft me from the green hill's ide 
hoe cold turf hides the buried friend ! 


And cee / the Fairy vallies fade, 
Dun Night has veil'd the golemn view ! 
Tet once again, dear parted Sade! 

Meer Nature's child ! again adieu. 


The genial meads assgn'd to bless 
Thy life -shall mourn thy early doom ! 
Their kinds and Shepherd-girls shall dress 
With simple hands thy rural tomb. 


Long, long, tliy stone and pointed clay 
Fall melt the musing Briton's eyes, 
O Vales ! and wild Woods ! Shall he-say, 
In yonder grave your Druid les ! 
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On F IDELE, tia to he dead; - as a Dirge 
to a dere tran ne. 
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70" "fiir Fe del“: grassy tomb, 
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each op ning sweet, of earliest bloom, 
| And rifle all the breathing spring.* 


No wailing ghost shall dare appeart” 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 
But. shepherd-lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither d*witch shall here be geen, t 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ;|| 

The female fays shall haunt the green, 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 


* With fairest flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 


I'll sweeten thy sad grave 

+ Ghost unlaid forbear thee !— 

No exorciser harm thee !— 

|| Nor, no witchcraft charm thee ! — 

Wich female fairies will his tomb be haunted, —— 
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The red-breast oft at evening fiours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid,. 

With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers,* 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain 
In tempests shake the syluan cell, 

Or midst the chace, on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 


Each lonely scene Mall thee restore: 
For thee the tear be duly shed: 
| Below'd, till life can charm no more: 
And mourn'd, till Pity's elf be dead. 


* wo—o—Þ= Thou shalt not lack | 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ;.no, nor 

The leaf of Eglantine 

The ruddock would, 

With charitable bill, bring thee all this ; 

Yea and furr'd moss besides. 


e | Shakespere, Cymb, AQ IV. Scene 2. 
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ECLOGUE. 


2 1 6 8 


SELIM ; or, The Shepherd's Moral. 


. 8 


— — 


Scene, A Valley near Bagdat, Time, The Morning, 


E Persian maids | attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how shepherds pass their golden days. 


8 Not all are blest whom Fortune s hand s$ustains 


With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains: 
Well may your hearts believe the truths. I tell; 
"Tis virtue makes the bliss, where'er we dwell. 
uus Selim sung, by sacred truth inspir'd ; 
Nor praise, but Such as. truth bestow'd desir'd : 
Wise in himself,, has: meaning Songs convey'd. 
Informing morals to the shepherd-maid ; 
Or taught the swains that surest bliss to find, 
What groves nor Streams. bestow, a virtuous mind. 
When sweet, and blushing like a virgin bride, 
The radiant Morn resum'd her orient pride ; 
IWhen wanton gales along the uallies play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their sweets away ; 
By Tigris' wand ring waves he gat, and gung N 
This useful lesson for the fair and young. 
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Ye Persian dames ! he aid, to you belong, 
Well may they please ! the morals of my song 


No fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 


Grac'd with Soft arts, the peopled world around! 
The Morn that lights you, to your loves Supplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes 

For you those flowers her fragrant hands bestow, 
And yours the love that hin delight to-know : 
Yet think not these, all_beauteaus. as they are, 

The best kind blessings-heaven can grom: the Fair. 
Who trust alone in beauty's feeble ray, 

Boast but the worth Bassora's-pearls display: 
Drawn from the deep we own their surface bright, 
But, dark within, they drink no lustrous light. 
Such are the maids, and uch the charms they boast, . 
By tense unaided, or to virtue lost. | 
Self-fattering Sex ! your hearts believe in vain 
That love shall blind when once he fires the swan ;. 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 

As Spots on ermane beautify the skin : 

Who seeks Secure to rule, be first her care 

Each softer virtue that adorns the fair ; 

Each tender passion man delights to ind, 


The lov'd perfections of a female mind. 


Blest were the days, when Wisdom held her reign, 
And Shepherds sought her on the silent plain 
With Truth ie wedded in the secret grove, 


Immortal Truth! and daughters bless'd their love. 


O haste, fair Maids | ye Virtues ! come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way | 
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The balmy shrub for you shall loue our Shore, 
By Ind excell'd\or Araby no more, 
Lost to our. fields, for So the Fates ordain, 
The dear deserters shall return again. 
Come thou, whose thoughts as limpid springs are clear; 
To lead the tram, wert Modesty ! appear : 
Here make thy court amadst our rural scene, 
And shepherd-gurls shall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chastity, of all afraid, 
Distrusting all, a wise, guspicious mai: 
But man the most not more the mountain dot 
Holds the swift falcon for lier deadly for. 
Cold is her breast, lite flowers that drink the dew ; 
A silken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild desires amidst thy train be known, 
But Faith, whose heart is fd on one alone: 
| Desponding Meekness, with her down-cast eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender sighs ; 
And Love the last by these your hearts approve ; 
'These are the Vrrtues that must lead to love. 
Thus sung the swarn ;'and ancient legends gay 
Tue maids of Bagdat verif.'d the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along, 
The Shepherds lov' d, and Sclim bless*d his-s0nge 


ECLOGUE. 


———_ a * 


HASSAN ; or, The Camel- Driver. 


. 


Scene, The Desert. Time, Mid-day. 


IN silent horrour o'er the boundless waste 
The driver Hassan with his camels past : 
One cruise of water on his back he bore, 
And has light scriþ contain'd a scanty store ; | 
fan of painted feathers in his hand, & 
To guard his shaded face from scorching gand. 
"The sultry gun had gain'd the middle sy, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ;_ 
The beasts, with pain, their dusty way purcue, 
Shrill. roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view 
With desperate sorrow wild, th' affrighted man 
Thrice $1gh'd, thrice struck his breast, and thus began: 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way / 
Ah! little thought I of the blasting wind, 
The thirst or pinching hunger that Ind 
Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall Tharst asSUAge, 
Nen fails this cruise, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon Shall this scrip its precious load resign, 
Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine? 
Ye mute Companions of my toils, that bear 
An all my griefs a more than equal share! 


| G1 
Here, where no brings in murmurs break away, 
Or moss-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know 
Which plains more blest or verdant vales bestow ; 
Here rocks alone and tastless sands are found, 
And faint and sickly winds for ever hotl around, 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way ! |, 
Curst be the gold and Silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade ! 
The lily peace outshines the silver store, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore ; 
Yet money tempts us Oer the desert brown, 
To every distant mart and wealthy town : 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea: 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah! why was ruin $0 attractive made, 
Or why fond man 50 easily betray'd ? 
Why heed we not, while mad we haste along, 
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure's song ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's Side, 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride ; 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold 
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ? 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz walls I bent my way ! 
O cease, my fears !—all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe [— 
What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 
ft in the dust I view has printed feet: 
And fearful ! oft, when Day's declining light 
Fields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
H 
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By hunger rous'd he scours the groaning plain, 


Gaunt wolves and sullen tygers in his train: 


Before them Death with shricks direfs their way, 


Fille the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 


Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz” walls I bent my way ! 
At that dead hour the Silent asp shall creep, 

If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep 

Or come swoln Serpent twist his scales around, 

And wake to anguish with a burning wound, 

Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor, 

From lust of wealth and dread of death secure / 

They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find ; 

Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind. 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way / 
O, hapless youth ! for she thy love hath won, 

The tender Zara ! will be most undone. 

Big swell'd my heart, and own'd the . maid, 

When fast she dropt her tears, as thus she said: 

Farewell the youth whom gighs could not detain, 

Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 

Yet as thou go'st, may every blast arise 

Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs ; 

Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'st thou ee, 

No griefs endure, nor weep, false youth ! like me. 

O ! let me safely to the fair return, 

Say with a kiss She must not, shall not, mourn ; 

O! let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 

Recall'd by Wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 
He 5aid, and call'd on heaven to bless the day. 
Me n back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 


ECLOGUE. 


ABRA; or, The Georgian Sultana, 


Scene, A Forest. Time, The Evening. 


IN Georgia's land, where Tefflts' towers are seen 
In distant view along the level green, 
While evening deus enrich the glittering PER 
And the tall forests cast a longer shade, 
What time tis sweet o'er fields of rice to stray, 
Or scent the breathing maize at setting day ; 
Amuidst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, - 
Emyra gung the pleasing cares of love. 

Of Abra first began the tender strain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn che came those willing flocks to lead, 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead ; 
From early dawn the live- long hours che told, 
Till late at silent eve she penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the secret hade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers she made: 
Gay-motley'd pinks and sweet jonquils She chose, 
The violet blue that on the moss-bank grows ; 
All-sweet to sense, the flaunting rose was there: 
The finish'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that futed morn to Stray, 
By love condufted from the chace away ; 


Amoug the vocal vales he heard her song, 
And 5sought the vales and echoing groves among: 
At length he found and wood the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 

Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

And every Georgian maid lite Abra lov'd ! 

The royal lover bore her from the plain ; 
Vet still her crook and bleating flock remain: 
ft as she went, she backward turn'd her view,. 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy Maid / to other scenes remove, 
To richer Scenes of golden power and love ! 
Go leave the simple pipe and shepherd's strain: 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 

Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd ! 

Yet midst the blaze of courts she fix*d her love 
On the cool fountain, or the shady grove ; 
Still with the shepherd's innocence her mind 
To the sweet vale and flowery mead inclin'd ; 
And oft as Spring renew'd the plains: with flowers, 
Breath'd his Soft gales, and led the fragrant Hours, 
With sure return she Sought the gylvan Scene, 
The breezy mountains and the forests green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 
Some 3:mple lay of flocks and herds they Sung 3 
With joy the mountain and the forest rung. 

Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

And every Georgian maid like Abra loud / 


And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of state, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the shades and low-roof 'd cots retir'd, 


Or sought the vale where first his heart was fir'd : 


A russet mantle like a swain he wore, 


And thought of crowns and busy courts no more. 


Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd 1 


Blest was the life that royal Abbas led ; 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel ? 
The simple shepherd-girl can love as well. 


Let those who rule on Persia's jewell'd throne 


Be fam'd for love, and gentlest love alone ; 

Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 

The lover's: myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

O happy days! the maids around her ay: 

O haste, profuse of blessings, haste away! 
Be every youth like royal Abbas mov d, 


And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd ! 


—— — co —_ — —— ——— 
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ECLOGUE. 


AGIB and SECANDER; or, The Fugitives. 


- 


Scene, A Mountain in Circassia. Time, Midnight. 


IN fair Circassia, where, to love inclin'd, 

Each Swain was blest, for every maid was kind ; 
At that still hour when awful midnight reigns, | 
And none, but wretches, haunt the twilight plains 3 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And past in radiance thro' the cloudless sky ; 
Sad o'er the deus two brother shepherds fled, 
Where uildering Fear and desperate Sorrow led : 
Fast as they prest their flight behind them lay 
Wide-ravag'd plains, and vallies stole away. 
Along the mountain's bending gides they ran, 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus began o 


Sec :- stay thee, Agib ! for my feet deny, 

No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 

Friend of my heart ! O turn thee and survey, 
Trace our gad flight thro” all its length of way ! 
And first review that long-extended plain, 

And yon wide groves, already past with pain ; 
Yon ragged cliff, whose dangerous path we tried, 
And last this lofty mountain's weary side. 
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Ag:—Weak as thou art, yet, hapless! must thou know 
The toils of flight, or Some Severer woe. 
Still as I haste, the Tartar shouts behind, 
And shricks and gorrous load the saddening wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blasts our harvests and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence first in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame e 
Far fly the swains, like us, in deep despair, 
And leave to rufhan bands their fleecy care. 


Sec:—Unhappy land! whose blessings tempt the word: 
In vain, unheard, thou call'st thy Persian Lord ! 
In vain thou court'st him, helpless, to thine aid, 
To shaeld the shepherd and prõtect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtless indolence resign'd, 
Soft dreams of love and pleasure Soothe his mind 

* Midst fair sultanas lost in idle joy, | 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 


Ag:—Yet these green hills, in Summer's Sultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. | 
Sweet to the sight is Zabran's flowery plain, 

And once by maids and shepherds lov'd in vain ! 

No more the virgins shall delight to rove 

By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's shady grove ; 

On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the sweets of Aly's flowery vale : 

Fair scenes ! but, ah! no more with peace possest, 
Huh ease alluring, and with plenty blest : 


No more the shepherds' whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date, with snowy blossoms crown'd, 


But Ruin spreads her baleful fires around. 


Sec:—TIn vain Circassia boasts her sþicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves : 

In vain She boasts her fairest of the fair, 

Their eyes blue languish, and their golden hair! 
Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must send: 
Those hairs the Tartar's cruel hand shall rend. 


Ag: Fe Georgian Swarns | that piteous learn from far 
 Circass1a's ruin, and the waste of war ; 

Some weightier arms than crooks and 5taffs prepare, 
To shield your harvest, and defend your fair: 

The Turk and Tartar like designs pursue, 

Fix'd to destroy, and stedfast to undo, 

Wild as his land, tn native deserts bred, 

By lust incited, or by malice led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 

ft marks with blood and wasting flames the way: 
Vet none go cruel as the Tartar foe, 

To death inur d, and nurst in scenes of woe. 


He $aid ; when loud along the vale was heard 
A shriller shrick, and nearer fires appear d. 
Th affrighted shepherds thro' the deus of night, 
Wide oer the moon-light hills renew'd their flights 


— — — 
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EPISTLE. 


m, ———— 4 


Addressed to Sir THOM AS HANMER, on his Edition 
of SHAKESPERE's Works, 


_ _ Tony * 


WHI LE, born to bring the Muse's happier days, 
A patriot's hand protects a poet's lays ; 
While, nurs'd by you, she sees her myrtles bloom 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honour'd tomb ; 
Excuse her doubts if yet che fears to tell | 
What secret trausports in her bosom gu lle 
With conscious .aze she hears the critic's fame, 
And blushing tides her wreath at Shakeepere's name. 
Hard was the lot those injur d Strains endur'd, 
Unknown by Science, and by years obscur d: 
Fair Fancy wept s and cohoing sighs confest 
A fixt despair in euery tungful breast. 
Not with more grief th' afflicted swains appear, 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When lingering frasts the ruin d Seats invade 
Where: Peace resorted, and the Graces play d. 
Each rising art by just gradation moves ; 
Toil bᷣuilds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Muse alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grac'd with noblest pomp her earliest stage + 
Preserv'd thro” time the speaking Scenes impart 
Zach changeful wis of Phadra's tortur'd heart: 
Or paint the cure, that mark'd the Theban's reign, 
A bed uncestuous, and a father slain 
With kind concern our pitying eyes oer flou, 
Trace the 5sad tale, and own another's woc. 
T 
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To Rome remov*d, with wit secure to please, 

The Comic Sisters kept their native ease. 

With. jealous fear declining Greece beheld 

Her own Menander's art almost excell'd: 

But every Muse essay'd to raise in vain 

Some labour'd rival of her tragic strain: 

Ttissus* laurels, tho' transferr'd with toil, © 

Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly goil. 
As Arts expir'd, resistless Dulness rose: 

Goths, Priests, or Vandals—all were Learning's foes, 


Till Julius first recall'd each exil'd maid, 


And Cosmo own'd them in th* Etrurian shade : 
Then deeply skill'd in love's engaging theme, 


Tze soft Provencial pass'd to Arno's stream: 


With graceful ease the wanton lyre he strung, 
Sweet flow'd the lays—but love was all he Sung: 
The gay description could not fail to move, | 
For, led by Nature, all are friends to love. 

But heaven, still various in its works, decreed 
The perfect boast of time should last succeed, 
The beauteous union must appear at length, 


Of Tuscan Fancy, and Athenian strength. 


One greater Muse Eliza's reign adorn, 

And even a Shakespere to her fame be born ! 
Yet ah ! $0 bright her morning”s opening ray, 

In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day! 

No second growth the western isle could bear, 

At once exhausted with too rith a year. 

Too nicely Jonson knew the critic's part: 

Nature in him was almost lost in art. 
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Of softer mold the gentle Fletcher came, 

The next in order, as the next in name 

With pleas'd attention midst his scenes we find 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female mand ; 
Each melting sigh, and every tender tear, 

The lover's wishes, and the virgin's fear, 

His every strain the Smiles and Graces own ; 

But stronger Shakespere felt for man alone : 

Drawn by his pen, our ruder passions stand 

Th unrivall'd picture of his early hand. 

With gradual steps and slow, exacter France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her shores advance z 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 
Correctiy bold, and just in all she drew ; 

Till late Corneille, with Lucan's Spirit fir d, 
Breath'd the free atrain, as Rome and he inspir'd ; 
And classic judgment gain'd to sweet Racine 

The temperate strength of Maro's chaster line. 

But wilder far the British laurel Spread, 

And wreaths less artful crown our poet's head ; 
Yet He alone of every scene could give 

Th historian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad $urprise, 
M ajestic forms of mighty monarchs rise. 

There Henry's trumpets spread their loud alarms, 
And laurel'd Conquest waits her hero's arma 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying sigh, 
Scarce born to honours, and 50 Soon to die! 

Yet shall thy throne, unhappy infant ! bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty kings 
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The time all come, when Clo" ster's heart salt bleed 
In life's last howrs, with horror of the deed ; 
When dreary viſions $hatl at last precent - 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent : 

Thy hand unseen the secret death shall bear, 

Blunt the weak sword, and break th* oppressive sptar. 

Where er we turn, by fancy charm'd, we fend 
Some sweet illusion of the cheated mind : 

Oft, wild of wing, e calls the coul to robe 
With humbler Nature in the rural grove ; 

Where Stoqtns comtented own the quiet Scene, 
And twilight Fairies tread the circled green: 
Dress'd by tier hand the woods and vallias ynitey 
And Spring diffuvive decks th* inchanted ole. 

O, more than all in powerful genus dlest, © 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breast | 
nate er the wounds this youthfat heart chall feet, 
Thy songs aupport me; and thy movats ht = 
There every thought the poet's warmth may rai, 
There native music dwells in all the lays. 

O, might come verge with happiest chill percuade - 
Exprersive Picture to adopt thine aid / 

What wondrous draughts might rise from every page ! 

What other Raphaels charm a distant age! | 

Methinks een now I view 50me free design, 

Where breathing Nature lives in every line: 

Chaste and 5nbdu'd the modest lights: decay, 

Steal into shades and mildly melt away. 

And see | where Anthony,“ in tears approv'd, 

Guards the pale relics of the chief he lord: 


In the tragedy of Julius Cæsar. 
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O' er the cold corse the warrior Seems to bend, 
Deep sunk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend ! 

Still as they press he calls on all around, 

Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 
But who is he, whost brows exalted bear 

A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air? 

Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 

On his own Rome he turns th avenging steel. 

Yet shall not War's insatiate fury fall, 

Co heaven ardazns it) on the destin d wall. 

See the fond mother, midst the plaintive train, 

Hung on his knees, and prostrate on the plain ! 
Touch d to the soul, in uain he strives to hide 

The sons aſfection in the Roman's pride: 

O'er all the man conflicting passions rise, 

Rage grasþs the word, while Pity melts the eyes ! 

Thus, generous Critic | as thy Bard inspires, 
The sister Arts shall nurse their drooping fires ; 
Each from his scenes her stores alternate bring, 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal string: 
Those Subyl-leaves, the Sport of every wind, 

For poets ever were a careless hind) 
By thee disþos'd, no farther toil demand, 
But, just to Nature, own thy forming hand, 

So Spread o'er Greece, th' harmonius whole unknown; 
Even Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone: 
Their own Ulysses scarce had wander'd more, 

By winds and waters cast on every shore? 
When, rais'd by Fate, some former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundless mind; 

And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 


— 


Written on à Paper which contained a piece of Bride- cake. 
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YE curious hands that, hid from vulgar eyes, 
By search profane shall find this hallow'd cake ; 
With virtue's awe forbear the sacred prize, 


Nor dare a theft, for love and pity's sake ! 


This precious relic, form'd by magic pour, 
Beneath the Shepherd's haunted pillow laid, 

Was meant by Love to charm the silent hour ; 
The gecret present of a matchless maid. 


The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond request, 
Each mice ingredient chose with happiest art ; 

Fears, sighs, and wishes of th' enamour'd breast, 
And pains that please, are mix*d in every part, 


With rosy hand the spicy fruit She brought 
From Paphian hills and fair Cythera's isle, 
And temper'd sweet with these the melting thought, 
The kiss ambrosal, and the yielding smile. 


Ambiguous looks, that corn and yet relent, 
Denials mild, and firm unalter'd truth, 
Reluctant pride, and amorous faint consent, 

And meeting ardours, and exulting youth, 


| | 77 
Sleep, way ward God ! hath sworn while these remain 

With flattering dreams to dry his nightly tear, 
And cheerful Hope, so oft invok'd in vain, 


With Fairy songs Shall Soothe has pensive ear. 


If, bound by vows to Friendshiþ's gentle side, 
And, fond of soul, thou hop'st an equal grace: 
1f.youth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
O, much entreated, leave this fatal place! 


Sweet Peace, who long hath shunn'd my plaintive day, 
Consents at length to bring me short delight ; 

Thy careless steps may Scare her doves away, 
And grief with raven note usurp the night, 
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ÜLͤöä3— . . wn — 


To AURELIA C——R, 


On her weeping at her Sicter s Wedding, 


——_—. 


— 


CEAsE, fair Aurelia ! cease to mourn 3 


Lament not Hannah's happy State: 
You may be happy in your turn, 
And seize the treasure you regret, 


With Love united Hymen stands, 


And Softly whispers to your charms, 
Meet but your lover in my bands, 


You'll find your sister in his arms. 


THE END, 


—— 


